PREFACE
POSSIBLY you have noticed that there are dead facts and living
facts. A dead fact is a scientist's fact; a living fact an artist's.
It has always been my impression that the latter is tiuer than
the former. There is more in a rock than its chemical content,
and a flower in a botanist's drawing is but what his skeleton
is to a Shakespeare. Knowledge, of course, must be accurate,
but a mere tabulation of qualities and appearances does not,
to my mind, constitute knowledge Places and things are
alive. Merely to state what they are and what they look like
is to distort and mislead. The true descriptive writer must be
warmed by the very soul of what he sees, he must be his subject
just as a novelist must fa his character India has a soul choice
and individual. My object in this book is to give that soul
wings. There are no nebulous weavings of the imagination,
however. Facts are stated with clearness and precision. But
my constant endeavour is to give facts breath, to make them
twinkle in vivid silver not just as points of light but as things
that pulse and quiver as the sweetest and grandest of our
constellations.
Probably no country in the world will overtake India in
human interest And yet I am convinced that we of the West
have gone far astray in estimating India's value to modern
thought. In the realm of religious philosophy she has done a
great and precious thing; she has given to us the most searching
examination of the ethical law the world is ever likely to have.
No Greek was ever more splendid in his scientific fidelity than
the quiet company of Indian thinkers who made the Upam/
shads and traced the whole beauteous outline of the Eastern
spirit. In the following pages I have endeavoured to convey
not only the grandeur of India's mind but also the loveliness
of India's scenery. There are cities in India whose grace and
charm are matched only by the sweetness of an immemorial
religion. Nowhere else in the world have I been so exquisitely
invaded by the mystic quality of life. To stand beside die holy